proves strength, not power; and force for mere
force's sake in art makes one think of Milo
caught in his own log. This is my second thought,
and strikes me as perhaps somewhat niggardly
toward one in whom you cannot help feeling
there was so vast a possibility* And then his Eve,
his David, his Sibyls, his Prophets, his Sonnets!
Well, I take it all back, and come round to St.
Peter's again just to hint that I doubt about
domes. In Rome they are so much the fashion
that I felt as if they were the goiter of architec-
ture. Generally they look heavy. Those on St.
Mark's in Venice are the only light ones I ever
saw, and they look almost airy, like tents puffed
out with wind. I suppose one must be satisfied
with the interior effect, which is certainly noble
in St. Peter's. But for impressiveness both within
and without there is nothing like a Gothic
cathedral for me, nothing that crowns a city so
nobly, or makes such an island of twilight silence
in the midst of its noonday clamours.
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